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C O N N I E  MA E  O L I V E R
D E A R  U N C L E  LARRY (XV)
T h e  n e i g h b o r s  cat  has be en  lost  s ince  2 0 0 9 ,  
h e ’s still  o r a n g e ,  pa r t i san .
But  th e  c o n s e q u e n c e s  o f  o u r  forebears
arc m is s i ng  f ro m  o u r  p a t r i c i a n  c o n t e m p o r a n e i t y .  1 go to  th e  m u s e u m &  
again I s ta re ,  no  cho ic e  b u t  to l ig h t  w i t h  my  eyes.
In th re e  years,  late b i rds  a n d  su pp l ie s ,  seven t h o u s a n d  
give m o r e  n u m b e r s ,  I ’m e x h a u s t e d ,  I roll on  the  f loor  
o f  th e  m u s e u m ,  I say t h a t  it looks  l ike y o u ’re s ay i ng  “ Yes” 
f r o m  up s id e  d o w n ,  t hus  a c q u i r i n g  “ Yes’ f ro m  all cos ts .
I ’ve p a i n t e d  n o t h i n g .  T h e r e  it is, i t ’s yel low,  I g e s tu r e  l imply ,  th e re  it is. 
T h e  images  dr a g g e d  f rom  s t re e t  to s t ree t  c o rne r ,  yo u  kno w,
1 stood in front o f  Maria Muller's bui lding door,  her name still on the ringer 
a n d  t h o u g h t  o f  Larry. So h a n d s o m e .  I ’d w a n t e d  to call.
Lar ry  was like th e  Soviet  U n i o n  a n d  its e n t i r e  society,  
he was l ike the  w o m e n  w h o  m a d e  love to y o u n g e r  m e n  in the  
b e d r o o m  a d j a c e n t  m in e ,  bison I ca l led t h e m ,  
because  the y  were  e n o r m o u s  to  me,
a n d  w h o ,  t h r o u g h  shee r  in t r ig ue s ,  f lu ng  me  a n d  
B O O M !  I sw ep t  the  c h e c k e r e d  k i t c h e n  floor.  B O O M !
M y s t u d e n t  p r o d u c e d  a g u n ,
Hast du angst? A n d  I ’d said “ne in  I real ly h a d — I t h o u g h t  
they 've  been  f ine,  these  t w e n t y  seven years,  if thi s  is th e  e n d ,  
s h e d  ta ke n  me for a R h in e s id e  p icn ic .
An a i r p l a n e  fell s leeplessly in to  p ip e t t e s ,  b u t  we 
shall  u n d o  th e i r  do cks ,  we shall  r ew r i te  t h e i r  p icn ics .
H o w  it h u r t s  n o w —  h u r t  b e i n g  th e  re q u is i t e  for
d i sc o u r se  w i t h  o n e ’s o w n  n o n s e n s e —
h ow  it h u r t s  n o w  th a t  I c a n ’t lay o n  th a t  grass w i t h  her!
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Hast du angst? she  had  asked,  t u r n i n g  the  bar rel  wi th  her  
m a n i c u r e d  ha nd .
Today!  L e t ’s t h in k ,
beat  l i t t le  d r u m s  s lu ng  to y o u r  wais ts ,  the  c l i m a te  is p r o f o u n d  
it is an a w a r d - w i n n i n g  c l im ate ,  a nameless  mass o f  c l imate .
D e a t h  c a m e  so easily, once .  N o w  we re o n l i n e ,  and  thus
not  a l lowed to die.  T h e  m ac ro  p h o t o s  o f  n i^oise,  the  u p d a te s
ab ou t  o u r  nasal passages— more  so than  them in par t icu la r— c o u n t  on us.
H o w  in deed  c ou ld  we ever?
D o n ’t forge t ,  we re m a d e  o f  lake, w e ’re s u d d e n l y  ha cked
a nd  p a i n t i n g  sel f  po r t r a i t s  in ba th  tubs .  Larry said h e ’ll wr i te  an emai l
to his en t i r e  family,  w a r n i n g  th e m .
1 t h o u g h t  privately,  f lowing  away, his c razed eyes the  co lor  
o f  a f rozen  lake. I w o u l d n ’t have  da red ,  ins tead  
I w en t  to the  m u s e u m  a nd  pra c t ic ed  my speech ,
tes ted  the  f loor  aga in ,  aga in it was wh i te .  Please s ta nd  up,
frau. It s o u n d e d  like an i n s u l t— you little  frau . W o m e n  in 
G e r m a n y  grow u p  to be m e n ,  g ro w up  to be m ad ,  in the i r  
p i ra te  ships they  d r i n k  Apero l  Spr i tz  an d  go u n re c o g n iz a b ly  
h o m e  w i t h o u t  cap t a ins .
I hey do  this  forever,  w hi ch  is w h a t  the  pre sen t  is.
For w h a t  do  you  l a m e n t  the  absenc e  o f  fi lm pho tos ?  O r  
th a t  m us ic  co m es  n ow  f rom screens? W h a t  
is so w r o n g  w i th  tha t?  I he n e i g h b o r ’s cat  is c r y in g  in earnes t
the  p e r s i m m o n  tree is bare.  It used to be heavy wi t h  ho t  m o o n s
n ow  i t ’s just  b r a n c h e s  o v e r lo o k in g  a scene . A m a m m a l  w ho  
suffers in scenes,  and  lives on! W e  c o u n t  cats  on  the  abacus
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we w a tc h  the  news ,  a n d  he d r o w n s  h imsel f  n ow  in a b a t h t u b  
in a p a in t in g !  Like,  softly.
L.arry, in my  d re a m s,  seizes my  a r m  a nd  does  s o m e t h i n g  in c red i b le .
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